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and stood without moving. Her mother, elaborately un-
aware that there was anything unusual in this visit con-
tinued to sew and asked Lewis to sit down. "Tea will be
coming in a moment."
"A cigar," the Baron said. "These are light. Or a
Havana?"
"IVe come to say good-bye," Lewis answered, "and I
mustn't stay. I still have packing to do."
The Baron was nursing the cigar-box. He looked
up. "Good-bye? Why so suddenly? Are you off to
England?"
"Possibly not at once, sir, but I have to go down to
the Hague. When I sail depends on ships and transport
arrangements. But I start from here early to-morrow
morning. I wanted to say good-bye and thank you for all
you've done."
"Ah, nothing," the Baron said. "You've done more for
me than ever I've done for you. You'll take your transla-
tion of Dirk's papers with you to England and arrange
publication there?"
"Yes, certainly I will."
The Baron stood up and took his hand. "Well, Alison,
you've learnt something of how the Dutch run their
estates. I shall miss you. It will seem queer, always riding
alone. I shall have to take Julie with me. . . . She'll miss
you, too, reading and so on. We shall all miss you. We
shall often meet again no doubt. Still, it's always a trifle
sad when something ends. After all, it has been an interval
in life, eh? Things may be as good or better, but they
won't be the same again."
"No," Lewis said, and pressed the old man's hand, and
could say no more.
There was silence and a clink of decanters.
"Is Mr. Ramsdell going too?" Sophie asked.
"Not at once. He'll stay and clear things up at the
cottage. There's more packing than I can do."
"Strange that they should send for you and not for him.
Aren't you on the same file so to speak?"
"Probably not," Lewis answered. "I'm Naval Division.

